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IT HELPED, BUT NOT ENOUGH: 
SOME FIELDS ARE RUINED, LIKE 
THIS ONE.' J'M NOT AS BAP OFF, 
AS OTHER FARMERS, THOUGH/ 
SOME OF THEM 
.WERE WIPED 



WfC WEfKS NOW.' EVERY NiCsHT 
ALMOST, SOME FARM WOULP5ET 
RAIPEP BY RABBITS.' IN BETWEEN, 
WE FARMER S'VE BEEN SHOOTING,., 
ANP TRAPPING 'EM,- BUT MORE ^ 
PACKS KEEP SHOWING UP.' IT'S J 
PLUMB MYSTERIOUS! 



NO, IT ISN'T MVSTi?l0US,PARP«i8. J - 
ACTUALLY, UPRISINGS OF MANY *j 
WILP CREATURES OFTEN HAPPEN \ 
LIKE THIS.' ONE YEAR IT MAY BE J 
LOCUSTS.' THE NEXT, PRAISIE / 
DOGS/ IT'S ALL ACCORDING IQ^M 
CERTAIN NATURAL Xtt^TT^ 
LAWS GOVERNING J®!g£™F 
WHO 

SRASSHDPPS 
LAST YEAR ' 
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CANYON/ 




JED MASON watched the riderless hors? 
turn into the corral and a sudden anger 
filled his huge body. Murder, then, was the 
nester's answer to his offer of a parley! True, 
^iason had resented the advent of the nester 
on the grazing land, and had wanted to rid 
the territory of a type he despised. Yet he 
> ecognized the legality of his claim, and had 
»ought a peaceful solution. Why else had he 
«-n! his foreman. Leo Larribee, with a message 
for the nester, -Golden, to come over and dis- 
cuss selling out? The empty saddle bore 
mute testimony as to how the request had 
been answered. 

Mason blamed himself now for the ambush 
of Larribee. He should have handled the chore 
r-.tmself. He would have. too. had he thought 
that it might lead to murder. Leo had been 
deliberately chosen to make the offer, for he 
had a way with words. He. if anyone, should 
have been able to entice Golden, who had 
refused all offers of friendship, into seeing 
Mason. 

It was obvious that Leo had failed. Now he 
= v somewhere on the prairie, victim of a bush- 

hacking bullet, and the night wind sang his 
dirge. Well, lead could be met with lead,' and 
Golden would be brought to justice for the 
wanton slaying. 

"Don't- worry. Star," he said, patting the 
quivering flanks of the obviously agitated 
cayusc, "the boys and I will bring Golden in 
to the sheriff!" 

And they wouldn't wait for the lawman to 
organize a posse. Town was many miles away, 
and too much valuable time could be ' lost- 
lending a message. No, he and the hands would 
ride tonight and round up Golden for the law. 
No sense sitting and waiting. Why. even now 
he was wasting time — time that should be 
^p?nt in making certain that the killer of 
Larribee was apprehended. 

Swift strides carried him to the bunkhouse. 
and he crashed open the door. The waddies 
regarded the stern face of their normally 
genial boss in surprise. 

"Leo back?" one asked. 



"No, and I reckon he isn't ever coming 
back," snapped Mason. ,! Star just came in= 
riderless!" 

Words were generally not much of a neces- 
sity in this big sprawling country, and in time 
of trouble they were completely unnecessary: 
Silently, the men strapped on shooting irons 
and filed out the door. No sound betrayed 
their feelings; no expression demonstrated 
what they felt, but a mutual mission of 
vengeance had been born in the quiet of the 
bunkhouse. These men had worked and 
laughed with Leo Larribee. Mason knew that 
Golden would be brought to town before any 
one of them knew sleep again. 

They mounted grimly, then set out swiftly 
after jed Mason as he led the way to Golden'* ' 
land. As the tattooing hoofs consumed the ■ 
miles that lay between the ranches. Jed gave 
way to meditation. How could Golden have 
been so foolish as to kill? How could he expect 
to escape? What did he expect the murder ir> 
avail him? His spread was ruined now. Al! 
that was left for him now was Flight— a flight 
that was doomed to failure, for not a man on 
the Bar-17 would rest until he was behind bars. 

Mason was the first to spot the rider. Even 
at that distance, he recognized the thin figure 
of Golden. Only one man in the Territory sat 
a horse so awkwardly, and only one man had 
need of such frantic speed in the dead of night. 
How clever he was. too. heading directly to- 
ward the Bar-17 rather than pursuing the 
course toward the border orte would expect 
him to take. Jed blessed the luck that had 
caused him to sight the nester. Fate had made 
it certain that the killer of Leo Larribee would; 
not go unpunished. 

Golden obviously had not seen them yet 
Why .else would he have continued riding so 
furiously toward the arms that waited to bring 
him to justice? Jed Mason reached for his 
holster and fired a warning shot into the air. 

"Rein up. Golden." he barked. "And drop 
your shooting iron. We're taking you in for 
Leo's killing!" 

The little man' reined to a halt and opened 



KEN MAYTWO 



hit !S*uth *s though to tpsak Cautiously, he, 
lurveyed the cold eyes that regarded him and 
found no. mercy in them. His nest move was 
dictated 'by panic, as he slapped his mount's 
flank, wheeling it in the opposite direction. 
Moments later, he was dusting away fran- 
tically from Jed Mason and the avenging 
Ear=I7 hands. 

The meeting had been so unexpected that 
even Jed Mason had found it difficult to 
believe Golden's capture would be so simple. 
Now this latest twist and flight had left him 
gaping with. the rest. Still, he was the first to 
regain his composure, and he snapped another 
warning bullet after the fleeing nester. Let him 
run if he liked! There'd be no eluding this 
pursuit. Jed Mason and his boys would bring 
him .in for Leo's killng. They knew in their 
hearts they would — and in Golden's he must 
know it. too ! 

Their stunned pause, however, had given 
the little nester time to open up the gap neces= 
sary to safety, and before they slapped leather 
ht was but a tiny figure rapidly disappearing 
into the hills. Ride, Golden, ride For the hills! 
They won't save you, for in your inexperience 
you had blundered fatally ! 

Jed held up his hand in a gesture for the 
boys to halt- As they gathered round him, he 
jerked a thumb in the direction Golden had 
taken, and his action was answered by grim 
imiles of satisfaction. 

"The jasper's trapped himself- He'll find 
it out soon enough when he rides smack into 
Red C&nyon. There's no getting away for him 
new I" 

The others grunted and. put spurs to their 
mounts. The same thought ran through each 
one of their minds. It was funny how this 
show-down hand was being played. Red Can- 
yon had been the favorite stamping grounds of 
Leo Larribee, and he was the only man who 
had known a way out. No, not even Jed Mason 
knew Leo's secret, Leo alone knew a > hidden 
trail out of Red Canyon, and as a result, had 
always used it as a shortcut, No bribes or 
cajoling had ever induced him to reveal it, 
either. It seemed now as though they could 
hear his voice drawling a taunting refusal. 

"No. Sir, there's times when a man just 
naturally wants privacy. The secret of Red 
Canyon stays with me!" 

Now poor foolish Golden in his anxiety had 



chosen *b? one trial that assure*] mfe capture. 

They followed him resolutely, bar wnc of 
the urgency had been removed frwaj tfce pur- 
suit. To a nun they realized that *■* nester 
was beyond escape now. No ducking, mm dodg- 
ing could gel him in the clear now. Each stride 
of the horse he rode only carried bias closer 
to the moment when he must see the huge 
canyon. Soon he n-.ust find himself trtpped — 
and then he mast face The determined wrang- 
lers who were sworn to bring him in for their 
partner's murder 

Golden was ttill in tight. Indeed, the pur- 
suit was narrowing, for it was evident that 
Golden's horse had r**-. heavily ridden this 
day. Not that even the swiftr-M stallion could 
rescue him now. for he was only yards from 
the moment when he most lac* that chasm of 
terror and to know that the naen of the Bar-17 
had him! 

He was at it now? Chuckles s » s p» through 
the ranks of Mason's ridert ** -*tj watched 
Golden ride to the canyon i • -;* ~ *r rode 
up leisurely, watching the tittle nester dis- 
mount. AH the fight was out ml ham. for. as 
a token of surrender, he drew ■» gun and 
tossed it to the ground. However, be was 

closely observed through - ■ he 

advanced toward them wife - The 
man who could kilt a harm!e-» wwidie like 
Leo Larribee was capable of any trickery. 

"No tricks, Golden," Mason c»vM*»ned him. 
"We're taking you in for I - 

^(p'WyOEODV killed me. I 

••^ did," said a voice from the brash and 
astonished eyes beheld Leo Larribe* aptajwled 
on the ground, his left leg rrurrp'r^ under 
him. "I was taking my short-cut through Red 
Canyon when that fool horse bolted at a 
rattler. I was thrown and gues* jttt • rok- 
en. Golden, here, found me, and went to get 
you boys!" 

The littte nester grinned a confirmation. 
"Then when you accused me of '■ ; M, 
I figured there was just one way to get you 
here in a hurry, and that was to r : : ~~z 
with your suspicions. Just sort of a general 
misunderstanding, I reckon." 

Jed Mason shook his head. "Sep—- taWe's 
been more than one misunderstanding. Gold- 
en," he said, reaching for the res"-'* hand- 
set's get Leo back to the ranch — Neighbor!" 
THE END 
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